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his manners were perfect. His every action and every word
were dignified and tactful. He condescended but with a
condescension that flattered. When he left us at a port farther
on—he had no luggage—he disembarked with an all-embracing
smile that no " Sheikh " on the cinema screen ever excelled and
proceeded to go ashore. At the bottom of the gangway he was
asked for his ticket. He had been two or three days on board.
He raised his eyebrows in surprise, smiled again and waving
his delicate pointed fingers in an affectionate good-bye, he said,
" Ticket ? ticket ? I have none. I never take tickets. I have
no money either." For a moment he stood still, then bowed
to the officer who had addressed him and embarked on a small
boat and went smiling ashore.
Amongst the first-class passengers—I was the only English-
man—was an old lady of Beluchistan who was travelling with a
little group of servants. She was proud and haughty. She wore
a voluminous black and orange silk shawl over her head and
shoulders, a short crimson satin tunic and tight green satin
trousers embroidered in gold. Her feet were bare. Her great
accomplishment—it filled me with wonder—was to spit the
refuse of the betel nut she had been chewing from her chair
placed well back on the deck through the ship's rail into the sea,
a feat of great dexterity. The red contents of her mouth passed
in an apparently almost solid ball between the top and second
rail without ever hitting either. I longed to move her chair
back after each exhibition of her skill and thus increase the
distance. She must have been, I imagine, the world's champion
lady spitter.
At Dabai we had taken on board a group of Bedouins on their
way to Muskat. They had never ventured on a steamship before
and were quite evidently both self-conscious and shy—fierce
looking men with noses like an eagle's beak, and yet with the
timidity of children. Their long white robes were entwined with
belts full of cartridges and they carried long-barrelled flintlock
guns, the stocks of which were studded with silver and brass nails.
They wandered restlessly up and down the deck, as though they
felt imprisoned after the spaciousness of the desert and they
were ill at ease. But all was forgotten when they espied a little
sweetmeat stall that a puny Indian had set up on the forward
deck. Their timidity disappeared as they set to work to bargain
for pear-drops with all the overbearing truculence and cupidity
of their race. Never had a deal for a camel, or a wife, been more

